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One 


Author's Notes: 
Complete lies, its all made up..l just really wish | had been there. 


| think | blocked a lot of it out, my home life, or what was left of it. There was a lot of yelling and a lot of 
breaking things. There was a refrigerator packed with beer and little else. There was my mother's sad eyes, 
well, empty with sad behind them. And | got out, packed my shit and took off for the only place | could think of 
to go..Hollywood. Hollywood, California. What a fucking dreamer. No, it was worse than that, it was more than 
that. How naive could | be? Did | think shit was good there because of the movies and TV.? Did | really think 
that? 


Well, | fell into the strip clubs and the strip club scene just like everything else, through a lack of planning and 
a glaring lack of being prepared. There was nothing else | could do. No one would even hire me as a waitress. 
You were supposed to use a fake name but | just went with my real one, it sounded enough like a stripper 
whore's name to be good enough. Cassidy. A stupid name for a stupid life. 


So there | was, stripping in the worst lace/leather harlot clothes, watching the scary leering eyes of the guys 


twice my age as each piece of clothing fell to the shiny polished stage. But | wouldn't cry. This was better than 
where | came from, if this was my Hollywood fucking dream than so be it, because | guess | deserved nothing 


else. 


In addition to the nervous as rabbits married men and the sleazy businessmen in their worn out suits, there 
were the guys from the struggling bands who hung around, and | probably minded them least of all. At least 
they seemed to see us, and understand that we weren't just sex dolls or living Barbie's or whatever. These 


guys in the bands knew that we were just struggling like they were, doing whatever it took to survive. 


My shift was over and it was late, and | was wrapped up in my long coat, smoking outside. | felt better being 
covered, because | could feel the eyes crawling over me. | took a deep drag of the cigarette and | understood 
now why my mother smoked so much. When things were shit it seemed to calm you, it centered you 

somehow. Of course everyone knew it would give you cancer, but cancer seemed so far away, and this night of 


leering drooling men shoving dollars into my panties was right here. 


"Hey, can | bum a cigarette?" | looked up and | was surprised at the feminine looking person standing in front of 
me, because the question he asked was spoken in such a deep voice that | thought I'd look up to see a hulking 
ex-football jock or something. He wasn't much taller than me, and his red hair was teased up and out and it 
fell in spikes over his forehead. He wore make-up, blue and green eye-shadow and mascara and blush, and 
lipstick. He wore a black shirt that buttoned up but it wasn't, it was open all the way to the waistband of his 
leather pants. 


"Sure," | said, digging in my little fake gold purse for my pack of cigarettes. | pulled one out for him and he 
took it, and | saw all the bracelets that lined his arms, and the rings on every finger. But | had been in 
Hollywood long enough to know that he was probably in one of those glam bands. The drag queens and gays 
didn't hang out here, not at this strip club. 


"Thanks," he said, lighting it with one of those square fancy lighters that had engravings along the side. | licked 
my lips and stared at him. There was something about the way he looked that | liked. | usually thought those 
glam band guys looked kind of ridiculous, five o'clock shadow under pancake make-up, blue eye-shadow all the 
way up to their eye-brows, but this guy, | didn't know. It worked better on him, his features went better with 
the make-up and all the jewelry and the teased up hair. | thought of what my father would think of him, how 
he'd spit out the word "faggot" under his breath. 


"lm Axl, by the way," he said, and | puffed on my cigarette. Axl? I'd never heard that name. It fit him 


somehow. 


lm Cassidy," | said, and he smiled at me and | saw his discolored teeth. | didn't hold anybody's imperfections 


against them. That was all | was, just a series of imperfections. 
"Are, uh, are you in a band?" | said, crushing my cigarette butt under my glass heeled shoe. 


"Yeah, you could tell?" he said, tugging on one of the red strands of hair that fell over his eyes. 


"Yeah, | figured," | said, marveling at how deep his voice was. 

"Axl, Jesus, are you out herel" Someone yelled, and | saw a mass of dark curls and a top hat. 
"Yeah, I'm smoking, what the fuck?" Axl said, his charm dissolving into annoyance. 

"Uh, hi," the dark haired guy said to me, and then he glared at Axl. 


"What the fuck? We have a fucking show to do now, that's what. Could you put your cigarette out and come 


and join us?" | listened to the lilt of the sarcasm in his voice and tried not to giggle. 
"Yeah, yeah, l'm coming," he said, tossing the cigarette so it arced out into the street. 
"Let me guess," | said, watching him run a hand through his sticky, teased up hair, "you're the singer," 


"Yeah," he said, his voice still deep, and his eyes glittered behind all the make-up. Maybe l'd go see one of their 
shows, but | probably wouldn't. | was dead tired all the time and never did anything fun 


